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? TO  CECILY 

l 

^ He  saw  the  filmy  crescent  of  the  moon 
And  she  was  far  away ; 

£ He  looked , and  craved  of  heaven  a single  boon : 
That  she  should  see , and  stay 
Her  thought  to  wish  that  he  were  gazings  too , 
Upon  the  moon  when  it  was  new. 

She  turned  her  eyes  by  night  into  the  sky 
And  there,  in  the  West,  she  saw 
The  slender  silver  fragment  floating  by. 

And  dwelt  on  it  with  awe; 

For  to  her  heart  there  came  the  thought  of  him 
Intent  upon  its  splendour  dim. 

And  is  that  all  of  it?  Not  so;  for  each 
Had  wonderment  at  heart 
If,  all  untaught,  the  kindly  moon  could  teach 


Such  joy  to  those  apart; — 


Nay,  there  ’s  much  more;  for  that  pale  moon  above 
Sent  them  the  benison  of  love. 
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THE  FLTING  SANDS 


The  concave  West  takes  on  the  dusky  tints 
Of  some  great  tropic  shell ',  and  there  a star 
Shines  soft  and  single,  like  its  pearl;  afar 
In  the  East  a ruddy  path  the  old  moon  glints 
And  strews  with  shimmering  roses  half  the  sea; 
Now  rippling  waters  learn  from  rustling  leaves 
Autumnal  strains;  her  way  the  grey  goose  cleaves , 
Writing  a living  lambda  forth  and  free 
Towards  laughing  rills  that  never  yet  gave  o'  er 
The  summer  to  grow  sheen  with  sapphire  ice; 
Here  tapers  the  tall  pine,  breathing  his  spice 
Into  the  velvet  dusk;  nearer  the  shore 

The  alder  stands,  frost-etched,  with  murmurous 
lip. 

Consort  unto  the  oak,  whose  sombre  gown 
Still  makes  most  happy  augury:  such  brown 
Substantial  weave  no  wintry  wind  can  strip 
Away,  nor  does  it  loosen  save  for  spring' s 
Tender  pink  leaflets  like  a baby' s hands. 

To  love-songs  from  the  homing  feathery  bands: 
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The  Flying  So  the  dear  night  moves  tenderly , nor  wings 
Sands  Qne  wistful  cloud  across  her  course , till  dawn 

Dims  each  fair  planet , and  the  lonely  moon 
Is  lonelier  for  promise  of  the  noon ; 

And  where  she  rose  so  red  the  sun  puts  on 
His  royal  robes , and  straight  the  green  waves  gleam 
With  precious  fire,  and  all  his  beams  have  kissed 
Flames  like  an  opal  in  the  lucent  mist; 

The  hills , pleasant  with  many  colours , stream 
Down  to  the  slanting  morn ; the  heavens  turn 
Over  the  empurpled  day  their  wizard  wine , 

And  every  wilding  tracery  shows  fine 

In  air  made  fragrant  where  the  forests  burn 
Fierce  in  the  North;  silver  the  spiders  spin 
On  zephyrs  far  too  fond  to  waft  the  flower 
That  was  the  aster  through  the  balmy  hour; 

Here  mourns  a medlark  her  departed  kin; 

Now  limps , too  slowly , one  late  katydid; 

Here  dances , for  a day,  a filmy  fly. 

And  a bee  buzzes,  though  the  fields  deny 
Him  sugars  now:  Here,  at  the  end,  is  hid 
The  ripest  glory  of  the  splendid  year. 

The  last  bright  jewel  in  the  flying  sands 
Of  time  before  the  Everlasting  Hands 
Invert  the  glass,  voided  above,  to  cheer 
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The  world  with  suns  that  to  the  South  drop  The  Flying 
down: — Sands 

The  flying  sands  that  ever  drip  and  flow , 

Not  swift  nor  slow , though  we  would  have  it  so, 

But  oh,  so  surely!  our  distress  they  drown. 

Our  grief  they  lose,  ourselves  draw  to  the  marge 
Of  age  and  there  a moment  glint  and  hold 
As  summer  hovers  o’  er  November’ s cold 
T o smile,  and,  smiling,  sings  to  us  the  large. 

Full  prophecy  of  April  and  the  May: 

For  all  these  fleeting  grains  will  e’  er  contain 
Of  life  and  death  and  hope,  doth  God  constrain 
In  hazes  of  an  Indian  night  and  day . 

IMMORTAL  FLOWERS 

Of  old,  a man  who  died 
Had,  in  his  pride. 

Woman  and  steed  and  slave 
Heaped  at  his  grave; 

Given  this  sudden  end 
Their  souls  to  send. 

Still  serving,  whitherward 
Their  Lord  had  fared . 

Grown  wiser,  we,  to-day, 

A happier  way 
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Immortal 

Flowers 


Find  for  our  love  and  grief 
And  death*  s relief: 

Flowers  their  fragrance  strew 
Where  he  must  go. 

Gladden  the  narrow  gate 
Whereat  we  wait . 

And  there  be  those  of  us 

Who , amorous 

Of  life  and  hope,  can  see 

How  gleefully 

He,  lonely,  greets  beyond 

These  flowers  so  fond. 

Even  as  our  common  doom 
Saddens  their  bloom . 

AWAKENING 

Because  she  was  so  young  and  fair 
And  it  was  spring,  heartbrokenly 
They  laid  white  hyacinths  in  prayer 
Upon  her  whiter  breast;  but  he 
Who  held  her  dearest  cursed  at  heart. 
Thinking  it  zvas  God*  s mockery , 

All  evil,  nothing  good,  to  part: 

And  so  he  mourned,  till,  suddenly 
io 


Awakening 


Upoji  a day  he  wakened , o'  er 
A grassy  mound  again  to  see 

White  hyacinths , and  at  the  core 
Of  every  bloom  a honey-bee . 

REMINISCENCE 

Along  my  years  the  hours  of  childhood  gleam , 
Spring  blossoms  chilled  in  memory's  icy  stream . 

DOROTHY 

She  came , she  went;  what  time  between 
Breathes  softly , like  a prayer; 

Far  too  austere  our  earth  has  been 
For  one  so  gently  fair , 

With  wistfut,  eyes  and  great , wherein 
The  depths  of  heaven  shone  clear , 

A spirit  more  than  love  to  win , 

Than  life  more  fondly  dear . 

In  little  joys  she  passed  her  hours , 

Brief  pleasure , briefer  painy 

With  trees  about , and  birds  and  flowers , 
Till  she  went  home  again . 

1 1 


Dorothy 


O Love,  whom  blossoms  filled  with  glee. 
Caressed  with  tiny  hand. 

Did  you  awake  beyond  to  be 
His  fiower,  and  understand? 

CHERRY  TREES  A-BLOOM 

O rose-red  bloom  of  the  cherry. 

Did  you  come  for  pleasure  or  pain  ? 

— Komachi,  Sir  E.  Arnold’s  translation. 

W hen  the  spring*  s elysian 
Vision 

Nacres  with  the  earlier  dawn, 

9 T is  the  custom  olden 
Holden 

Of  the  folk  in  fair  Nippon, 

Woodlands  o*  er  to  wander. 

Ponder 

On  the  web  from  May-day*  s loom. 

In  delight  inditing. 

Writing 

Of  the  cherry  trees  a-bloom . 

Every  tree,  a flowery 
Houri 

Rosy-white  in  azure  air. 


12 


Breathes  its  odors  fragrant , 
V a grant 


Cherry 

Trees 

A-Bloom 


To  the  zephyrs  idling  there; 

All  its  boughs  dew-wetted , 

Fretted ', 

Dimple  o'  er  each  pet  ailed  plume , 

Softly  swaying , playing , 

Spraying 

In  a radiant  morn  of  bloom . 

Nature’s  self ',  another 
Mother , 

Takes  her  children  to  her  arms 

As  they  trace  her  face' s 
Graces 

In  the  cherry' s glowing  charms ; 

Sets  them  a completer 
Metre; 

Sends  her  very  soul  to  illume; 

Till  they  clearly , cheer ly , 

Dearly 

Hymn  the  shimmering  trees  a-bloom . . . . 

Ah,  that  dainty  haunting 
Chaunting 

Echoes  joy-bells  all  the  year. 
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Cherry 

Trees 

A-Bloom 


Though  no  bard  rehearses 
V erses. 

Though  no  cherry  tree  ’s  anear; 

Holding  ey  er  that  pleasant 
Presenty 

Never  seeking  doubtful  doom , 

They  no  morrow* s sorrow 
Borrow 

For  some  bud  not  yet  a-bloom . 

So,  though  world-aweary , 

Dreary 

Autumn  rain  and  winter  snow 

Leave  the  land  a-lying 
Dying , 

Neyer  a leaf  nor  cherry  blow , 

Still  their  hearts  go  lightened. 
Brightened 

By  the  blossom,  tint,  perfume. 

By  the  slender,  tender 
Splendour 

Of  the  cherry  trees  a-bloom . 

PAN  IN  ARCADT 

In  Arcady,far  Arcady, 

Doth  dwell  the  great  god  Pan 
H 


9 Mid  fields  and  dales  of  Arcady , 
Afar  from  prying  man , 

And  in  his  land  of  Arcady 

With  fruits  and  flowers  sown , 
Pan  plays  him  airs  of  Arcady , 

His  pipes  make  merry  moan; 

Till  all  the  hearts  in  Arcady , 

Its  trees , its  fruits  and  flowers , 
Hear  Arcady , live  Arcady , 

Through  years  of  tuneful  hours . 

But  should  man  seek  out  Arcady 
To  filch  its  fruits , fell  trees , 

Or  steal  the  soiTs  white  sorcery 
Or  learn  Pan’s  little  glees , 

Fade  fruits  and  flowers  of  Arcady , 
Gone  is  the  great  god  Pan/ 

And  Arcady  9 s no  Arcady 
Nor  man  Arcadian . 

O groves  and  glades  of  Arcady 
By  mortal  step  untrod , 

O fruits  and  flowers  of  Arcady , 
And  O great  Pan,  your  god , 


Pan  in 
Arcady 
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Pan  in 
Arcady 


EUTHANASIA 

When  the  first  ashen  moth  sees  the  lamp  of  the  year 
With  his  fiery  eyes , and  the  woodthrushes  vie 
In  the  apple  with  madrigals , then  9 mid  the  cheer 
Of  small  blossomings  gayly  goes  Winter  to  die . 

WAR  AND  APRIL 

Fond  April  with  delicious  treasure 
Her  radiant  chalice  brims; 

Soft  zephyrs  in  their  murmurous  measure 
Waft  on  and  on  the  hymns 
Of  birds , the  babble  of  water  frogs,  and  slender 
JEolian  notes  from  growing  leaves  and  tender . 

All  earth  9 s a- thrill  with  tranquil  blisses 
Of  happy  living  things. 

Rich  meadows  sheen  with  fruitful  kisses. 

Warm  dews  the  evening  brings. 

Caresses  from  delighted  dainty  fingers 
On  bursting  buds  where  wilding  perfume  lingers . 
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Aid  us,  who  ne9  er  in  Arcady 
May  set  how  willing  feet. 
To  sing  the  song  of  Arcady, 
Regret  less,  simple,  sweet ! 


Then  crash  the  drums  within  the  city — 

The  bright  world  halts  and  fears! 

A sound  beyond  all  human  pity 
The  startled  country  hears; 

Great  clouds  overflow  the  fields  with  purpling 
billows. 

And  lonely  April  wails  among  the  willows . 

/ 

Each  swelling  brook  the  maid  is  moaning , 

Her  of  the  broken  heart; 

Blushing  she  came  for  Love’s  enthroning 
With  loveliness  astart — 

Now  quite  unseen  despite  their  virgin  graces 
Lie  all  her  kindly  blooms  and  pleasant  places . 

Black  hate  ensues , not  love  nor  beauty: 

War  fells  his  way  to  fame , 

Hears  but  the  rattling  call  to  duty , 

Sees  but  the  battle-flame, — 

The  blessedness  of  death  is  in  his  keeping; 

For  April — woman*  s weary  part  of  weeping . 


FOUR  PICTURES 


Tall  banks  the  fleet  brown  river  brims. 
With  emerald  rushes  at  their  brink; 


War  and 
April 


i7 


Four 

Pictures 


In  dappled  skies  a rainbow  swims; 

New  colour,  lifey  the  meadows  drink . 

JJpspringing  from  broad,  tumbled  leaves , 
All  velvet  outlines,  softly  bold , 
Rose-scented  mullein  now  receives 
A sceptre  crowned  with  pallid  gold . 

Catalpa  branches  swing  and  sway. 

With  slender  pods  they  interlace , 

Crisp  purple  lines  on  skyey  grey. 

Of  leaves  bereft,  but  perfect  grace , 

The  cobweb  clouds  leave  earth  in  shade 
And  silver  snow  fie  Ids  distant  climb , 

A margined  page  of  hill  and  glade 

Whereon  dead  herbs  write  runic  rime . 


MORNING-GL  OKIES 


A laughing  lad, — 

Nor  knew  how  glad, — 

The  morning-glories  bind 
Their  beauties  to  the  chapel  door 
And  bless  his  matins  daily  o' er 
With  grace  but  half  divined . 
18 


Morning- 

Glories 


O youth  so  dead, 

O faith  far  fled. 

And  years  with  fluttering  feet. 

How  fitly  the  convolvulus 
Bloomed  through  ye,  frailly  glorious. 

Fair,  evanescent,  fleet! 

CHRTSEIS  ON  THE  SANDS 

’ex  dk  Xpofffis  vrjbs  firj  Tzovronopoio. 

Iliad,  I,  439. 

Ages  ago  Chryseis,  lovely  maiden. 

Went  from  the  sacred  ship  that  bore  her  home. 
Left  it  to  all  the  fates  wherewith  9 1 was  laden. 
Walking  four  timid  steps  to  welcome  earth. 
Then  at  the  fifth,  light  as  Idalian  foam. 
Running  ashore,  brimful  of  tender  mirth , 
Ages  ago . 

Ages  ago  a father  sad  and  stricken. 

Wailing  the  daughter  ravished  from  his  eyes. 
Mourned  by  the  beach — his  ancient  pulses  quicken! 
Lovely  Chryseis  comes  from  out  the  ship 
Slowly,  until  his  reverend  form  she  spies. 

Then  to  him  hastily,  glad,  with  trembling  lip. 
Ages  ago . 
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Chryseis 
on  the 
Sands 


Ages  ago  old  Chryses  clasped  his  daughter , 
Happy  that  she  was  his  and  not  the  King*  s; — 
Smiling  through  tears  beside  that  Asian  water 
Lovely  Chryseis,  home  at  last , still  stands . 
Many  another  bard  some  maiden  sings — 
Dearer  to  me  Chryseis  on  the  sands , 

Ages  ago . 


THE  NEW  YEAR 


Over  the  pluffing  snow 
And  midnight  gale. 

Hear,  at  your  door  below. 
Time 9 s foundling  wail! 

LAMENT  OF  LUC  A ST  A 

SHE,  ON  HIS  DEATH 

He  9 s gone,  and  gone,  my  king  of  men. 
My  lover,  husband,  friend! 

He  9 s left  me  proud,  but  oh,  so  sad! 

May  God  my  soul  defend! 

He  spake  one  word,  a dearer  word 
Man  never  spake  before. 

And  left  me  then  so  sad — so  proud 
I smiled,  with  heart  full  sore ; 
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Lament 
of  Lucasta 


TO  HER , HER  FATHER 

Ah,  what  a saying  is  that , child; 

My  drying  veins  beat  fast 

To  love  thee  more,  though  thou  9 rt  mine  own. 
For  this,  his  word  at  last . 

Thou  wert  my  favorite  these  years, 

Thy  mother9  s greatest  joy. 

Mine  only  comfort  when  she  9 d gone — 

Thou,  and  thy  little  boy; 

Yet,  since  he  left  thee,  on  thee  fell 
A holier  comeliness. 

For  he  9 d not  loved  thee,  dear,  so  well. 

Had  he  loved  honour  less . 

SHE,  TO  HER  FATHER 

I grieved  me,  father,  that  he  went. 

Woe  9 s me  that  he  has  died. 

And  yet  I know,  through  all  my  tears, 

God  with  him  doth  abide . 

If  ever  weak  and  mortal  man 
Spake  word  that  angels  cheer. 


For,  with  his  lips9  last  wistful  touch 
He  said — and  gave  me  o9  er — 

I could  not  love  thee,  dear,  so  much. 
Loved  I not  honour  more . 
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Lament 
of  Lucasta 


TO  HER  LITTLE  SON 

And  oh,  my  boy , my  little  boy , 

His  son  and  counterpart , 

Praise  God  he  left  me  thy  sweet  self 
To  cherish  at  my  heart! 

Aye , with  that  word  and  such  a son 
Ey  en  my  grief  must  assuage , 

For  when  had  lad  or  woman  born 
A braver  heritage? 

He  loves  us  now  with  God  an  ear 
From  out  of  his  great  store , 

But  could  not  hold  us  half  so  dear , 
Loved  he  not  honour  more . 

THE  ANODYNE  OF  TEARS 

Long,  long  my  schoolboy  days. 

With  weary  storms  within  them 
And  what  was  poignant  pain ; 


This  was  the  word,  my  father,  that 
They  bended  low  to  hear , 

The  flower  of  all  chivalry 
Who  ney  er  his  love  forbore, 

W Quid  not  have  loved  so  tenderly 
Loved  he  not  honour  more. 
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Yet  through  fond  years  the  rays 
Of  sunlight  sparkle  in  them — 

There  are  no  hours  of  rain ; 

Long  vivid  days  alone , 

Short  dreamless  nights  a-many , 

The  surer  joy  to  know: 

Silver  my  locks  have  grown , 

And  brief  the  days , nor  any 
Still  nights — and  better  so. 

YOUTH'S  REVERIE 

The  pale  young  Birch  stands  musing  in  the  dark 
On  mighty  rivers  traversed  by  his  bark: 

Then,  stripped  and  bare , what  if  his  end  be 
near? 

He  thinks  on  fame , and  not  at  all  on  fear . 

SUMMER  SILENCE 

Hear  o’  er  the  fields  a piercing  sigh! 

Hark , in  the  woods  the  locusts  vie 

In  shrillness!  Mark  then  how  the  light 
Of  noontide  hushes , as  the  night. 
Tumultous  noise;  the  birds  descry 
23 


The 

Anodyne 
of  Years 


Summer 

Silence 


Their  sovereign  ruling  in  the  sky 
And,  for  a time , thou  shalt  no  cry — 
Though  listening  with  all  thy  might — • 
Hear  o'  er  the  fields . 

What  music  hath  such  melody 
As  this  warm  silence?  Ne'  er  deny 
To  summer  murmurs  heard  aright 
All  harmony;  but  oh,  delight! — 

When  sound  thou  canst  not,  in  July, 

Hear  o'  er  the  fields! 

BABES  AND  BLOSSOMS 

O Babes  and  Blossoms,  tender  pair 
To  set  in  this  world' s darkling  wood,. 

It  wonders  me,  so  much  ye  dare 
In  length  of  days  and  lovelihood! 

LIMES  PARADOX 

TO  E.  T.  s. 

Beneath  soft  snows  rough  Winter  lingering 
Withstands,  betimes , the  victory  of  Spring 
To  find  himself  betrayed  before  his  flight — 
Within  his  fortress  that  fair  eremite , 

The  anemone,  dear  April’s  solacing . 
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Rare  this , but  rarer  sight  doth  Nature  bring 
With  silvery  locks.  Time’s  paradox , a-cling 
About  a visage  pink  with  vernal  light 
Beneath  soft  snows . 

What  lovelier  fancy  can  she  set  a- wing? 

Here  rifted  years  hold  Youth  in  the  opening; 
Here  Age’s  hoary  poll,  in  sweet  despite , 

Is  set  to  crown  a face  of  pure  delight — 

The  wind-flower  face  I all  too  faintly  sing 
Beneath  soft  snows . 

HIGH  NOON 

The  year  9s  at  noon:  the  busy  air 
Arises  swirling  to  entwine 
Its  tendrils  round  the  unbended  glare 
And  bask  in  power  so  benign . 

AUGUST 

Imperial  days  are  these!  Rome  in  the  pride 
Of  pomp  and  power  passed  away  and  died 
Leaving  her  heirship  solely  unto  thee , 

The  month  Augustus’  self  ordained  to  be; 
Throughout  the  years  this  heritage  doth  bide 
Within  long  hours  which  furiously  glide; 
Vicissitude  and  change  hast  thou  defied 


Time’s 

Paradox 
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August  That  all  the  conquered  world  might  live  to  see 
Imperial  days. 

Luxurious  and  opulent,  thy  bride 
The  earth' s mistress , thy  name  thou  ' st  ne'  er 
belied , 

August  thou  art , and  with  a cruelty 
And  might  so  fierce  that  all  aghast  stand  we 
To  see  in  the  heavens  what  did  the  globe  bestride — 
Imperial  days l 

GROWING  OLD  ALONE 

IN  MEMORY  OF  C.  G.  P. 

To  grow  old  with  you,  watching  year  by  year 
In  close  companionship  our  hriefi  term  near 
Its  end,  to  talk  with  you  of  times  gone  by. 

To  enjoy  old  jests,  o'  er  newer  griefs  to  sigh 
Together,  oh,  my  friend  in  boyhood  dear. 

These  were  my  consolation  and  my  cheer. 

Till  Death’s  remorseless,  un discerning  spear 
Made  idle  all  my  burdened  heart' s fond  cry 
To  grow  old  with  you! 

And  yet  my  voice  was  the  last  sound  your  ear 
Heard  on  this  earth,  and  I was  last  to  hear 
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Tour  own , myself  the  latest  sight  your  eye 
Beheld — I never  thought  that  you  could  die! 

I loved  you  so  I hoped,  without  one  fear. 

To  grow  old  with  you . 

YHE  SYORM 

Gnarled  oaks,  rough,  rugged,  angry  beneath  the  lash. 
Gaunt  sycamores  that  stark  in  the  lightnings  loom. 
Winds  roar,  leaves  swish,  trunks  sway  till  the 
branches  clash. 

While  jagged  strokes  crack  on  as  the  thunders 
boom! 

BY  HIS  OWN  HAND 

IN  MEMORY  OF  W.  C . 

Death’s  a dear  friend  to  him  whose  life  is  blighted; 
Sweet  her  embrace  when  wrongs  can  not  be  righted; 
Why  should  we  mourn  for  him  who  finds  his  friend 
Everything  he  hoped  and,  at  the  end. 

Coming  at  call  with  ne*  er  a favour  slighted? 

Woefully  fares  the  spirit  so  benighted: 

When  body  and  brain,  both  wearied  and  affrighted, 
Hope  to  onrushing  days  refuse  to  lend. 

Death’s  a dear  friend . 
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Growing 
Old  Alone 


By  his 
own  Hand 


He  to  his  bride , young  Death,  his  last  breath 
plighted ; 

She  to  him  sped;  with  loving  kiss  she  knighted 
This  loveless  wight , whose  fortunes  none  might 
mend , 

This  wretched  wreck , who  could  for  no  one  send , 
Save  but  for  her  in  whom  he  so  delighted , 

Death,  his  dear  friend . 

MARCH 

The  desperate  clouds  dash  like  runaway  horses , 

Their  breath  in  the  speeding  streams  vapoury 
miles  ; 

Sad  leaves  in  their  death-dance  whirl , stumblingy 
in  courses  — 

From  out  their  lost  beds  the  moist  arbutus  smiles . 

MAIDENHAIR 

Fair  fronds  the  maiden  hair ; in  fairies ’ realm 
A silent  echo  of  the  stately  elm . 

RECOMPENSE 

The  herbage  brightening  by  the  river-side 
For  beauties  doubled  by  the  bounteous  tide 
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Makes  sweet  repayment  and  the  stream  twice  fair 
With  tremulous  reflections  mirrored  there . 


THE  SMILING  BABE 

Slumbering  on  His  Mother’s  bosom , 
All  quite  dark  about  and  stilly 

Peace  on  earthy  the  Babe  is  smiling , 
Unto  meny  good  will . 

To  Him,  happy  in  the  manger , 

How  the  eager  shepherds  throng  ! 

They  have  seen  the  heavens  openy 
Heard  the  angel-song . 

Smiling  Baby  in  the  manger , 

Dear  as  all  sweet  babies  bey 

Who  are  bowing  down  before  you 
Humbly , knee  to  knee  ? 

Gone  the  workers  to  their  sheepfolds — 
Are  the  kings  and  men  of  gold 

Gladly  laying  down  their  bur  den , 

Gems  and  wealth  untold? 

Aye , before  the  Word  is  spoken 

These  have  earned  a lasting  grace  : 


Recompense 
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The  Smiling 
Babe 


Save  ye  are  as  little  children 
None  may  see  My  Face . 

Still  through  years  now  sad,  now  merry , 
Smiles  the  Baby  as  of  old 
While  the  angels  with  a Nowel 
Warm  the  winter' s cold ; 

While , lest  ears  perchance  be  lacking 
When  the  seraphs  sing  to  them , 
Brightly  shines  the  Star  for  guidance 
On  to  Bethlehem. 

Nowel!  how  they  run , the  children  ! 

Nowel!  how  the  workers  fly! 

They  have  seen  Love’s  haven  open 
Through  the  frosty  sky. 

Hearken , hasten , too,  ye  rich  ones. 

Lest  some  gilded  care  beguiles  ; 
Brightly  gleams  the  star  to  lead  you 
Where  the  Baby  smiles. 

What  is  striving,  gaining,  keeping  ? 

Has  the  needle' s eye  grown  great  ? 
Bow,  ye  proud ; be  naught,  ye  mighty  ; 
It  is  death  to  hate ! 
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Bow  ye , bow  ye,  humbly , simply. 

Love,  and  be  as  children  blest : 

Smiles  the  Baby,  Come  ye  weary, 

1 shall  give  you  rest . 

THE  END 

No  freeman,  saith  the  wise,  thinks  much  on  death : 
No  man  with  soul  he  dareth  call  his  own 
Liveth  in  dread  lest  there  be  no  atone 
In  time  to  come  for  yesterday*  s warm  breath. 

No  more  than  he  for  such  end  hunger eth 

As  falls  to  those  who  speed  their  souls  a-groan; 
Death  may  be  King,  to  sit  a tottering  throne 
And  hale  men  hence — let  cowards  cringe  to  Death  ! 

Who  giveth,  taketh ; and  the  days  go  by  : 

No  seed  sowed  we  ; let  him  who  did  come  reap  : 
Sweet  peace  is  ours — and  everlastingly, — 

A little  sleep,  a little  slumber : Aye, 

This  much  is  known : there  is  for  thee  and  me 
A little  folding  of  the  hands  to  sleep . 


The  Smiling 
Babe 
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